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AN OUTLAND PIPER 


I HEARD strange pipes when I was young, 
Piping songs of an outland tongue. 

I heard, and was agape to see 

How like that piper was to me, 

His brow, his gesture, even his dress 
Perfections of my awkwardness, 

And wandering forms of early wonder 


Shaped into him, no more asunder. 


Playing a tune to the rabble’s whim 

He marched away; I followed him. 

For something in his rolling eye 

Plucked at my senses mightily, 

And something in that outland tongue 
Drew me away, for I was young. 

Then over the town he piping went; 
Streets tipped, I thought, in ravishment ; 
Roofs clapped, and windows blazed to see 


That alien piper, so like me. 
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I followed till the pipes trilled sweet 

At the winding end of an unknown street, 
And none of all the mob was nigh, 

Nor door nor window cracked an eye, 
And — “ Follow me no more,” he said, 
“Though I be of thy father bred, 

And though I speak from thine own blood, 
Yet I am not of mortal brood; 

And follow not my piping sweet 

To find the walking world a cheat ; 

And cherish not my outland grace, 

Nor pride in likeness to my face, 

For children of an earthly mother 

Cry out upon their demon brother.” 

His smile flashed out a sudden dawn, 

In the dark street, — then he was gone; 
And through the town where he had sung 
The futile ravelled silence hung. 


I heard, but I could not forget, 
And through the world I follow yet, 


And many a time I pause and sigh, 
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Thinking I hear his melody ; 

And peer at all men’s charactery 
To find that image so like me; 
And wonder that his piping sweet 
Left me to know a world’s deceit, 
Left me to seek an unknown kin 
Through all the streets I travel in. 


OLD HARP 


CovuLp thine ancient master rise 
From his dark mound by the sea, 
With what shame and hurt surprise 
Would he look on thee, 

Placarded here for eyes 

That never knew the glee. 


Once he sang of old, old things 
In tongues men have forgot, 
Of sleeping barrowed kings 
That wait new Camelot 

With richer coverings 


Than men on earth have got; 


Or of shield-rimmed galleys drifting 
And viking eyes ablaze 

To catch gray towers lifting 

Their round from bowered ways; 
Or blue cliffs slowly rifting 

That guard enchanted bays. 
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OLD HARP 


But his pliant hand is dust. 

Here is no singing tongue. 

Only the mute cool rust 

Fingers thee, loosely strung, 

And men read, as read they must, 


What once was sung. 


THE HOUSE OF THE SUN 
‘© The chambers of the sun that now 
From ancient melody have ceased.”” 
Tue doorways of the Sun were closed. 
Its muted bells gave forth no sound. 
But while the windy prophets dozed 
A child a little crevice found. 


He pulled with one small straining hand ; 
The massy door moved willingly. 

And he has wakened all the band 

Of singers. They rise eagerly. 


Let now again the hinges move 

In sweetly clanging melody. 

Unseat the dark blinds from the groove; 
Unleash the struggling harmony. 


The golden doors are opening 


To ancient sounds of loveliness. 
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THE HOUSE OF THE SUN 


The Sons of Light are issuing, 
Winged with their antique mightiness, 


Who can sing the House of the Sun? 
Who shall frame its dreadful art? 
His childhood never must be done. 


He must have a wondering heart. 


Break every instrument of shame! 
Burn every lute of brazen string! 
Utter, O living tongues, the flame! 
Up, Dust, into the Sun, and sing! 


THE AMULET 


Tuov twist of gold, woven so curiously. 

Be filled with warmth and urgent tenderness, 
And cool not on her throat’s white nakedness 
Like metal death, but burn insistently. 


Reminding her of me. 


To save her from the serpent’s little eye 
I set a stone of blue chalcedony 

Within a cunning loop, —so it shall be 
A-stare and mindful when her lashes lie 


Untaught of danger nigh. 


To keep her from the dragon’s hungry tooth 

In seven laps the quorls were subtly twined. 

From seven rivers grains of gold were mined, 
Hammered by black elves’ mauls, and tempered sooth 


In hissing brews uncouth. 


Then lie within my satchel, Amulet, 
With many another dull and boughten thing, 
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THE AMULET 


Till I am done with all my wandering 
And fix thee pendant on the carcanet 


Around her white neck set. 


For I have graven some small incantation 

In feathery lines upon this rounded wire. 
King Solomon made such for his desire, . 
And Sheba’s throat was warm for subjugation 
After the King’s translation. 


VARIATION ON AN OLD THEME 
Tuis is a certain magic | 
Of all Hell and Heaven, — 
To see a devil’s face 
Against the quiet even ; 
To know the serpent writhing 
Behind the lips of stone ; 
To drop a crimson tithing 


Upon a grinning bone. 


I must have done with music, 
Let fly my golden bees. 

The hive is robbed and broken; 
The singing mouth must cease. 
I have seen too many faces 
Hardening in the mould, 

Too many youthful graces 
Grow lean and slack and old; 
Too many lips that wither 
With unfulfilling prayer ; 
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VARIATION ON AN OLD THEME 


Eyes that know not whither 
Burrows the new despair ; 
Too many maids unbinding 


Dead flowers from their hair. 


For how can I go singing 
Where roads are hard and dry, 
And dull slow bells are ringing 
Whenever I pass by ; 

Where serpent heads are woven 
Within the stricken hedge ; 

And hoof-tracks all are cloven 
By the shrunken river’s edge? 
Oh, how can I go singing 
When many a roof’s ablaze 

In many a lovely country 

That men who sing should praise, 
And hook and beak are stalking 


On old vine-hidden ways? 


Must I have done with music? 


These things would have it so. 
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But there is certain magic 

For those who walk in woe. 
The apple Eve has bitten 

Is mortal sweet within, 

And Cain was not quite smitten 
To earth, because of sin. 

Then if, upon my roof-tree, 
The raven croaks too long, 

Ill sing a stave of Heaven 


And put him in my song. 


POSTSCRIPT OF A POOR SCHOLAR 


“‘ For him was levere have at his beddes heed 

Twenty bokes, clad in blak or reed 

Of Aristotle and his philosophye 

Than robes riche, or fithele, or gay sautrye.’” 
In this old house the quivering dreams unroll 
No more their secret lusters from the scroll, 
And no more scrolls are hid. But where is laughter? 
Where is the psaltery ? Where is the guerdoned soul? 


Have they withered too, against a cobwebbed rafter? 


I have a troth with the channering guest within. 

Early and late I tell my mountance of sin, 

And turn each sombre page in the brass-bound missal. 
Yet I dream of naught but a bowl of wine and the Inn, 


And lads’ crying out against the clock’s dismissal. 


Now chimes peal me only a senseless fleeting, 

Hour upon hour and day upon day repeating, 

Till they whittle me down to the final thoughtless bone. 
I must bow at last, but I have read well this cheating. 


Where are the lips? Where have the voices gone? 
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SERENADE — 


Up starts a roof of dragon black, 
Chimneyed and peaked against the skies. 
A window flares one taunting lamp 


To catch three old men’s watery eyes. 


Shameless, we loiter here to see 
White shoulders through the yellow square, 
Our ancient folly throbbing yet 


In this girl combing out her hair. 


She lifts her arms. The alleyway 
Is darkened to our youthful mood, 
And now dim phantom songs beat flame 


On lips long cold in lassitude. 


Though three old men with crabbed mouths 
And shrunken throats can hardly sing, 
Still, let us fancy that we might, — 


~ What words, what music we could bring! 
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SERENADE 


A tapering silver horn, a flute, 
A slim enchanted mandolin, — 
These be our instruments of praise. 


Play softly, let our tune begin... . 


We voyage from no sober land 
Of clipped dry grass and patterned trees. 
We are mariners of wonder, sent 


From islands of Hesperides. 


And out of that extreme gold West 
The winds, conveying us, have blown 
Sweetly through hair and streaming beard 


The wildness of that lost warm zone, 


Till all our veins are pricked with fire 
And lips are quivering to say : 

Unclasp your rigid hands, O men, 

And maidens, deck your braids this day. 


Unstop your cruel ears and hear 
Of lands where kings are mild and good, 
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Whose blue still bays no sirens haunt; 


No Circe trafficks in the wood. 


No smoke goes up but hearths’ thin smoke, 
Looped seaward, faintly spiralling down. 
At nightfall houses gather folk 

Gently to rest from field and town. 


They sleep, while towers and streets are dripped 
With starry floating noises drawn 
From silver bell to silver bell 


Till dreams ebb musically at dawn... . 


The light blinks out. And darkness stirs 
No glamour to these withered feet, 
Stumbling along the littered stones 


To a cold room on an endless street. 


JOHN DARROW 


Joun Darrow felt a coolness 
Across a streak of sun. 
He looked into the jungle; 


Shadow there was none, — 


But a strange woman riding 
A tiger’s velvet back 
With skin like cinnamon 


And eyes bright black. 


There came a wrench of branches, 
A laugh across the sun. 

Darrow stood by dazzled, 
Trailing a foolish gun. 


When Darrow sprang to follow, 
People caught him back, — 
“You must have much magic 
To follow on that track; 
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“Witches have red lips 
That smile for smart men’s bones. 


Shall a Darrow’s be 


Among the wasted ones?” 


Darrow’s pate was addled, 
So the campong said. 

The Rajah wrote to Bangkok 
Tuan Darrow had fled. 


Between a dusk and moonrise 
Darrow last was seen, 
Climbing the barricade 


Across a dark ravine. 


The campong beat majuba 
In fearful unison. 
Came a tiger’s roaring ; 


The Darrow man had gone. 


And yet no tiger ate him. 


He wandered back, men say, 
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JOHN DARROW 


Another dreadful Lazarus 
Of calm unspeaking clay. 


Where Darrow walks, comes silence, 
The hush that strikes men cold, — 
The curse, the hope, the beauty 


That never must be told. 


THE TIGER-W OMAN 


Tue Tiger-Woman came to me 
When dusk was close and men were dull. 
She beckoned from the jungle-path. 


I followed, dreaming, fanciful. 


The Tiger-Woman’s face is pale, 
But oh, her speaking eyes are dark. 
No beast can move so lithe as she 


Beside the matted river’s mark. 


The jungle is a fearsome place 

For men who hunt and men who slay, 
But I was not afraid to go 

Where Tiger-Woman led the way. 


The Tiger-Woman’s lips are thin. 

Her teeth are like the Tiger’s teeth. 
Yet her soft hands are woman’s hands 
And oh, the blood beats warm beneath. 
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THE TIGER-WOMAN 


She led me to a little glade — 
The creepers with the moon inwove — 
And two great striped beasts leaped up 


And fawned upon her breast in love. 


The Tiger-Woman’s voice was sweet ; 
I hearkened and was not afraid. 

She stroked the Tiger’s fearful jaws; 
Upon their heads my hands I laid. 


And all the jungle things drew near, 
And all the leaves a music made, 
Like spirits chanting in a choir 


Along the bamboo colonnade. 


Too sweet for human harps to sound, 
_ It touched my blood; it fired my heart. 
The Tiger-Woman sang, and I 


Sang too, and understood her art. 


The moon rose up as never yet 
A moon of love had blessed the air. 
Oh, give my breast the Tiger’s heart 


To tame me and to keep me there. 
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FOLLOWING THE TIGER 


Wuen I was weary of toiling 

I put on a beggar’s clothes, 
Borrowed a lute of the tinker, 

And garnished my cap with a rose, 
Left all the lands behind me 

Far as ever I could 

And followed the track of the Tiger 
Into the thick of the wood. 

for the feet of the Tiger pass 
Where no man ever has trod. 

The lair of the Tiger is blessed. 

Its place is the place of God. 


The stars turned softly in heaven; 
The moon was a horn of dew. 

The grasses trembled in music 

On paths that the wild things knew. 

I walked in the ways of the Tiger, — 


I, with a rose and a lute, 
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FOLLOWING THE TIGER 


But I feared not the fangs of the Tiger 
Nor shrank at the white owl’s hoot. 
For the feet of the Tiger pass 

Where evil never has trod. 

The ways of the Tiger are blessed. 

Eis home is the home of God. 


I heard a sweet bell in the forest 
When faint leaves whispered of dark, 
Followed, and found in the woodland 
A chimney, a smoke, a spark. 

And I thought: Is he at the fireside, 
Tiger’s master and mine, 

Warming his feet at the coals, 
Nodding over his wine? 

for the feet of the Tiger rest 

Where harm’s foot never has trod. 

He has gone in the walks of peace. 
Eis looks are lifted to God. 


I knocked, for the door was mute, 


And who should be waiting there 
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But the long-lost Queen of the Faéries, 
Braiding her golden hair. 

The Faéry smiled down from the window 
And opened the casement bars. 

She loosened her hair in the shadow 

And shook out a million stars. 

And I thought: Oh, the claws of the Tiger 
Are sheathed, and the Peace of God 

Rests on this house, and beauty 

Walks where the Tiger has trod. 


And then was the latchstring lifted. 
There were the lovely three, — 
God, and the Queen, and the Tiger, 
And God’s hand welcomed me. 
The Tiger slept on the hearthstone. 
The Faéry gave me her ring. 

My rose began to blossom ; 

My lute began to sing. 

It sang how the ways of the Tiger 
Led me to beauty and God, 

To the door of the hut of the Faéry 
By paths men never had trod. 
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DRUMS AND BRASS 


Brinc trumpet throats that are big with a gust of moons. 
Tumble staccato stars upon silken flurry. 

Spangle patrician cheeks with scarlet tunes 

That droop and curve from the roof with sinuous fury. 
We shall answer the stamping pulse of a dusk that is dead, 


Flesh for the ancient bones that are grass overhead. 


Now the walls recede with an open murmur. 

Bush and darkness and soft grass only are here. 

All day long we have heard the drum’s rich clamor 

And followed the beat and the wish that is half a fear. 

We have answered with trembling feet that are swift and 
young; 


And shadow is not on the lips, nor dust on the tongue. 


And who can mark the weaving of that measure? 
Who can uncharm the invisible talisman? 
We are children spun and blown of an old pleasure, 


And the feet return where the dancing feet began. 
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In our dream surely the tamarisk boughs were shaken, 


Else how could the moons depart and the cold eyes waken? 


But cleave, O trumpets, the flesh of this iron shadow! 
Pour your moons and stars upon lips and hair! 

Bring, O drums, the stir of an alien meadow 

Trod and fragrant under a savage air. 

We shall move with the living pulse of a dusk that is dead 
Till the untold morning be come and the dancers be fled. 


A DEAD ROMANTICIST 


WirH analytic men he had no quarrel, 

Nor would engage their saucy rapiers. 

He copied old Diogenes in his barrel 

And cried “ The sun!” O reverend little sirs. 


He had remarked that two and two make four, 
Learned theorems about hypotenuses, 
But by such matters he could not set much store 


As pointing ways to scotch a life’s abuses. 


For he has seen a road by healing waters, 
Hushed into wintry slate against the sand, 

And spoken there with the wind’s elfin daughters, 
And mingled in their dusty saraband. 


He has known winds that blow from blossomy closes, 
Rich with the fruity smell of summertide, 

And kissed warm faéry lips. . . . Now he reposes, 
While we are not quite certain he has died. 


$1) 


CORYMBA 


Corymsa has bound no snood 
Upon her yellow hair. 

But better so, no doubt, 

For the pale youths look elsewhere 
At sleek curves and proud glitter 
And flesh powdered and bare. 


She has gone with a jaded youth 
To a sudatorium. 

The sweating there is of movement 
To a cacophonic drum. 

The bodies flex, the arms twine 


In rhythmic delirium. 


Her limbs are delicate 

For labors such as these. 

Does her plasm breed a toxin 

Out of phonic ecstasies? ! 
At the small hours, the gaudy hours, 


She projects new mysteries. 
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CORYMBA 


Who shall say in mockery, 

“‘ Cheeks were too hotly flushed!” 

Or, “That knee still touched too closely 
After the drum was hushed” ? 

Over her eyes certain | 


And trance-like beauty has brushed. 


She has heard a silvery jangle 
From the slight harps of the moon, 
The maddening sistrum shaken 

For Isis’ warm commune, 

Seen arms lifted, bosoms bared 


In far other rigadoon ; 


Has of old spun tinkling feet 

In a fearful sacred way 

Down the dark aisle where Shiva 

Nods to his trembling ballet, 

Till the gongs peal, and the priests come, 
And Shiva breathes on clay, 


Corymba has not rejected 


Familiarities. 
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It is past noon. She dozes, 
With half drawn-up knees, 
Thinking of new stockings 


And other such verities. 


DRYAD 


Tue choric beauty of the stars 
Enmeshed her wasting soul by night; 
Her heart went hungering on the winds, 
The city’s straitened acolyte. 


Her hopes, mured at the gingham counter, 
Her loveliness, kept still unspent, 
Uncloaked their warmth within her eyes, 


A wild, unshameful armament. 


She saw the faun’s ears in his hair 
Beneath a Leghorn (latest cut), 
And goat-legs, underneath his suit, 


Crooked with a strangely familiar strut. 


She heard an oaten pipe, a shout 
Of old delirious satyrs’ laughter; 
The slim youth came beckoning ; 


Her prancing senses drew her after. 
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She found? What cities could not give, 
Bare beauty by a careless pool. 

She lost? That is for reasoners 

And titillators of the School. 


TWILIGHT EXCURSION 


TWILIGHT warm as a woman’s flesh 
Touched his hand on the littered desk. 
He looked, and streets were a purple mist, 


And steeples slipped into arabesque. 


A window, alive in the firmament, 
Reproached his chamber of the dead. 
The penitential doors revolved, 


Shutting the horrors, — and he fled. 


The fragmentary sight of men 
Could see no brave limbs gladly fleeting, 
Nor guess the forest in his brain, 


Nor hear a fevered drum’s long beating. 


Yet this flashed into him, out of the wood — 
A satyr, stamping a cloven hoof, 
White forms, stainless against the green, 


Bare throats, under the leaves’ mad roof. 
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And here, a dark vine scented the stair. 

What was he groping for there in the dusk? 

Not a bell — but a bush for the hand to cleave! 
Not a door— but a slough of the garment’s husk ! 


The lordly buildings drooped to grotesque. 

There was stench in the pits of livelihood. 

But the summoning drum in the wood kept beating 
As she came, with lips of flesh and blood. 


Then a table’s white and silver kept 
The passion of a renegade, 
Considering, to a muted drum, 


The tainted posturings of a maid. 


NAIAD 


Noruinc could dull that magic whispering, 
Imperious on the river’s copper slant, 
Or hide from her the vague forms flickering 


In the haunted depths, darting and vigilant. 


Bathers ashore were cultivating a tan, 
The fat and the lean were gauded cap-a-pie. 
She thought that jerseys were not Arethusean, 


And a gartered limb to her was monstrosity. 


It irked that soggy wool kept flesh from water. 
What gentle hand kept plucking at her waist ? 
She floated, lithe, apart, till the slow wash brought her 


To a hidden marge where sand-spits interlaced. 


Dripping, she stood, and madness stung her blood, 
And strange desire unsheathed her tender breast. 
All ancient beauty sang upon the flood, 

And she made her beauty naked for that behest. 
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The skittering dragon-flies beheld her lust, 
And her plunging whiteness deep in the green deflected. 
The penumbral depths received her slim trunk’s thrust, 


Like lover gesturing, ““Come, O Long-expected ! ” 


The years fled back, and there was time no more. 
Her floating hair looped in a dark coronal. 
She gazed upon the heaven’s infinite floor 


Till the world receded and left the waters thronal. 


A warm hand glided across her passioned breast. 

A seeking arm clutched her in the abyss. 

She saw the urgent eyes, the God’s hair cressed 

With flowering slips, and yielded to his kiss. 
ok 

The fat and the lean beset the dark with light, 

And searching voices flittered to and fro. 

A rustic, stumbling in a sandy bight, 


Gloated upon the dead with obscene woe. 


AVALON 


THERE was glory on the windy street 

As he went stumbling home, 

For the grape had climbed to a lofty seat 
Under the tippling dome, 

And he heard the grog in a jubilant hum 
Pounding the casks of Christendom. 


A ditty throbbed in the back of his head 
With vinous monotone — 

**Fair Rosabelle is still unwed 

In far-off Avalon... .” 

And, hotter than wine, his fancy lit 


Dead finite into infinite. 


An old candescent moment, lost 
In a tasteless regimen, 

With sudden starry pentecost 
Rushed back to him again. 

He had no ring or Jamp or book, 


But the houses whisked at his finger’s crook. 
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Now icy walks could not persuade 
His feet from mountainy heather. 
He flung cold winds a gasconade 
And took an April weather. 
Shadows, edging for him to pass, 
Became a thicket clutching the grass. 


The path was old; the spring had power. 
Black roofs had twisted free 

Into slanting balcony, spiral tower, 
Issuing musically. 

He walked upon familiar quest, 


Sang, loitered, stared, as pleased him best. 


Yet something absent plagued his mind — 
Change that would not be changed. 

The blossoms blew upon the wind, 

Horns rang — as he arranged — 

But he could not charm to the tinselled air 


A golden presence once known there. 


The spring had power ; the streets grew dark. 
He sought in hopeful tryst 
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AVALON 


At door and window’s slitted spark 
The vision that he missed, 

The final grace to seal the spell, 
The shadow that was Rosabelle. 


Fair Rosabelle was not abroad. 

Could he call the journey waste ? 

At least he declared himself not awed 

By the wonder of spires interlaced 

On the heavenward towers of Avalon, 
For he looked,— and towers cracked and 


were gone. 


He commanded no other sort of magic 

As he went shambling home, 

But he sat on the doorstep, finding it tragic 
(Under a tippling dome) 

To face a snow and a bleak wind slanting 


Or within, a cold voice, peevish and ranting. 


PRIE-DIEU 


Or what sins have you made confession here, 
Ardent Cecile? The swerve of scarlet looks? 
Whispers that stirred into your passing ear? 
Or frozen lips above the prayer-books? 


These are not blamed. Penance is not severe. 


Pray rather, with cool-lidded conscious eyes, 
For warm juvescence of those ichored limbs, 
For laughter checked by no repentant cries, 
For lips unblanched by pattering of hymns. 


Men’s glances all embrace you. They are wise. 


They can see you, silken-smooth before the fire, 
Lending your curves to cushioned wantonness, 
Or dancing to the strum of an earthly lyre, 

A flaming vestal, soul of their youthfulness, 
And their tangled thoughts are sweet with an 


old desire. 
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PRIE-DIEU 


Of what sins have you made confession here, 
Ardent Cecile? The wood receives your knees. 
The organ stirs your prayer. Now you revere 
The God that made you beautiful to these 


Too mortal ones. Your book receives no tear. 


REDIVIVUS 


Turn lips can make a music 3 
Hateful eyes can see ; 
Crooked limbs go dancing 


To a strange melody. 


The probing knife of madness 
Can start a dullard brain. 
Cold cheeks can feel kisses 


And warm with tears again. 


The surly heart of clowns 
Can crack with ecstasy; 
Rootbound oaks toss limbs 


If winds come fervently. 


Then let my skeleton soul 
Writhe upward from the loam, 
Drink red morning again, 
And look gently home. 
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REQUIESCAT 
Pathetic Fallacy 


SPURNED by the wheel it lies, 
A colored furry thing. 
The caterpillar’s done 


With his last journeying. 


What did his red eye see 
In yonder tall grasses ? 
A green paradise 


For such lowly classes; 


A winding mystery 
Among the cool stems; 
A moist citadel 


Against ant-stratagems. 


Did he scent asphodel, 
Or was it only clover? 
It is no matter now. 


That dream is over. 
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The cosmos has used him 

In its blunderings. 

The senseless wheel has bruised him. 
Wheels will do such things. 


VOICE OF THE DUST 


Voices rushed on the beat of the wind, 
Clamoring triumph up to the sun, 
And words of strange and piteous kind 


Bragged upward of time’s victories won. 


These walls and towers all gave tongue. 
Tall chimneys had black mouths to cry. 
And mighty builders’ names were flung 


Against the stark unwavering sky. 


“What marvels man has made! What art! 
What fury tamed !”’ the voices said. 
“* What wonder is the human heart ! 


What miracle the human head!” 


The boast rolled up from all earth’s round, 
Knocking against the sullen dome, 
And continents hummed with the sound, 


And seas crashed with reverberant foam. 
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At last the sodden dust bestirred 
Whispers that were not soft or kind, 
And in all space no sound was heard 


But a dry rasp in the beat of the wind. 


THE WOLF 


Tue flour-barrels, cracker-boxes, cans 
Of lard and coffee hem the live beast in, 
Who jingles furtive fingers through the till, 


Dropping delicious coins with snap and grin. 


Drooling, like one who should be crunching 
bones, 
He mouths the figured column of his kill. 


A sneaking blast rattles the locked door; 


The cat looks on, oracular and still. 


The eyes that should be centering the brush 
Blink at the hot stove’s belly, glowing red. 
The breath that should go howling to the moon 
Blows out the lamp and wheezes off to bed. 
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AFTERNOON CALL 


Here at the tribal rendezvous 
Are only chittering mouths that crack 
With aproned phrases, drab and slack 


As these our coats of modish hue. 


Shall we send glances, nothing more, 
Across the wastes of rug and chair? 
And shall this warm flesh not declare 


Its praise for you within your door? 


For we have heard, when you were near, 
Faint cymbals clashed across the dusk 
And voices in our blood more brusque 


Than these suave echoes that you hear. 


You have walled in your smile from us. 
We come, we knock, impenitent, 
Tingling to know how much was meant 


If one sly touch were amorous. 
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The dry taboos we cannot break 
Will mute our lips— and yet some hint 
Of passion may escape to glint 


The jest and compliment we make. 


You will but posture, statuesque, 
Inclining curves against an urn. 
Ah, could you with less unconcern 


Extend a hand, cleave this burlesque! 


If one unfrozen word were flung 
Across the void, we still might be 
Apostate from our savagery, 


Unleashing truth from off the tongue. 


But raise a song! The lot is spun. 
Our fevered lips await its fall. 
The choice may not alight on all. 


Bright monster, you can take but one. 


Yet others, on some other day, 
Will meet you in unsated mood, 
Preferring witches in the wood 


To milkmaids on the king’s highway. 


THE ROAD TO MORT-HOMME 


Upon the road to Mort-Homme 
I saw a blasted tree, 

But every twig was musical 
With melody. 


And on the road to Mort-Homme 
Lay a blasted heath, 
Where dead men’s bones were growing 


Rare blooms beneath. 


Strange blooms of peace and pity 
And of all the world’s pain, — 
And songs rose thick like mist 


From the scarred plain. 


Dead men, dead hearths, dead earth 
Had mouths for that sweet singing, 
Though a world was deaf to hear 
Their voices ringing. 
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UTTERANCE 


I am not what my lips explain, 
But more devotedly inclined 
Than these dry sentences reveal 


That break in crude shards from my mind. 


What way is there of gesturing 
The cruelly impounded thought? 
It comes, it pierces me like steel, 


It flames, but I can utter naught. 


The soul so struggling to upheave 
Its changeful self, the wistful me, 
Is caught in labyrinthean ways 


And tangled irrevocably. 


And am I worth the guess you make? 
O fact so digged in circumstance! 
It surely is not known to me, 


And you must take my Self on chance, 
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ALLA STOCCATA 


Here’s one Phineas 
Out for a walk, 

Tired of skulls 

And bones that talk, 
Aching from words 
That jump and jabber. 
Books have curdled 


His brains to clabber. 


There’s a palimpsest 

In a puff of spring, 

But Phineas looks 

At the blossoming, 
Transfigures road 

Into new corpuscles, 
Elucidates bush 

With a bound of muscles, 


All would have been well 
Had he never stopped 
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In a woodsy dusk 

When a thought outcropped, 
“Now let me unroll 

This palimpsest 

And figure again 

A Cup and a Quest. 


** Let me splash the wine 

Of an elder age, 

And cartoon the crooked 

Smile of a sage; 

Let me grave the mouth 
_ Of a bottomless pit 

With a sad Crusader 

Spitting in it.” 


And that was all 

That the Ogres wanted, 
For this old woodside 
Was peskily haunted. 
When Phineas paused, 
Opportunely blinded, — 
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Out they sprang, 
The Balloon-minded. 


With a bounce and a teeter, 
A roll and a skip, 

They bobbed at his shoulder 
~ And bumped at his lip, 

A swarm of balloons 
Hopping like fleas 

Under his arms 


And between his knees. 


Poor Phineas made 

A tragic face, 
Brandished his fists 

All over the place. 

The balloons tipped off 
And slid back again, 
Soft to his battering, 


Oozy like rain. 


Desperate Phineas 
Out’s with his knife. 
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Prick ’em and stick ’em! 
Air’s their life! 

But the skin’s too tough 
For to penetrate. 

Pity Phineas, 

Ogre’s bait. 


But no dishonorable 
Vile submission ! 

He slyly maneuvers 

A change of position. 

He tolls them along, 
Half a roll, half a run, 
To the edge of the wood 
And a patch of the sun. | 


The Balloon-minded 
Weren’t watching that. 
All belly they were, 
Too puffy, too fat. 
Smothering him, 
Got sucked from the shade 
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Into stronger than fists 
And keener than blade. 


They sizzled and squeaked. 
They boomed like a drum. 
But they all swelled up 
Worse than Fee-Fo-Fum. 
And they steadily rose 
Past the tops of the trees 
With a strained expression 
Of ill-at-ease. 


Higher and higher. ... 
A mess of black dots! 
Phineas gathers 
Forget-me-nots, 
Heave-ho’s home 
With a roundelay, 

And butters his bread 
In the good old way. 


ECCLESIASTICUS 
I 


I saw Ecclesiasticus 

Shelling a pod of a wind-dried pea. 

The little seeds would grow, he said, 
If only he planted them prayerfully. 


When gardeners had turned the sod, 
And furrows were divinely moist, 

He asked the blessing of the Lord, 
And vowed the saints on high rejoiced. 


When rains dripped sweet, and suns beat 
warm, 

And little peas with being stirred, 

Ecclesiasticus, in the shade, 


Wrote emendations on the Word. 


The green things grew — with due compost 
Gardeners had enriched the soil. 
** Behold,” Ecclesiasticus said, 


**'The harvest of Thy servant’s toil.” 
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And when the peas were blossoming, 

He bade that blooms should counted be. 

The priestly census-takers found 

| There were eighteen thousand and sixty-three. 
** God works in many a wondrous way! ” 
He boomed, hearing the gay results, 

And, girding up his bishoply paunch, 


Assailed nineteen heretic cults. 


When certain little bugs came forth 
With irreligious appetite, 
Gardeners offered Paris Green, 


But he— “ We are sinners in His sight.” 


To gardeners, scouting for the table, 
God gave few peas for their reward, 
But anyway he had roasted chicken 

And thanked the mercy of the Lord. 


ECCLESIASTICUS 
II 


PronounceTH dread epiphany 

At every membership’s increasing $ 
Acclaimeth Jack’s sobriety 

Upon Jack’s drunkenly deceasing. 


Setteth up and knocketh down 
Straw-men of monkey origin; 
Drubbeth Greenwich and Hollywood 


With Jeremiacal discipline. 


Directeth journalistic pen 

On ills that sap the generation; 
Findeth bare flesh satanical 
And powder-puffs abomination. 


Pointeth a way to Zion’s gate 
Via 100% Americanism ; 
Photographeth God in pants 


Expectorating on Bolshevism 
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Sanctifieth Boosters’ Clubs 
With telling talks for Jesus’ sake; 
Createth drives and buyeth pills 


To cure the Armenian headache. 


Establisheth in Jesus’ name 
Schools of the proper denomination; 
Converteth old Confucius 


To revival praises and sanitation. 


Pointeth the anger of the Lord 
In wars and plague and divorce evil. 
Blesseth God from a morris-chair, 


Composing sermons on the devil. 


Attendeth weekly forty teas .. 
Valiant Ecclesiasticus! 
While through our sinful multitude 


A lone Christ walks and weeps with us. 


ICONOCLAST 


Tue ugliness of matters set him raving, 
And he could not bear the world’s rigidity. 
His fist upset the formulated god-heads; 


His finger punctured credoes vigorously. 


He quested errant in the astonished world, 
Arranging human idiocies in column. 

He wheeled them right and left; then with a frown 
He puffed them flat. The sinners all looked solemn. 


Disciples prophesied millennium. 
A thousand poets gurgled in the presses. 
Parliament proffered a military cross. 


Academicians pestered with addresses. 


And yet a shadow always goaded him. 
The thing he sought was neither here nor there. 
Behind his mystagogy something flamed 


Elusive and incomparably fair. 
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ICONOCLAST 


Mobs in a thousand cities stormed the shops 
To change their silver for his new edition. 
He glowered at a manuscript and gnawed 


A pencil,—and loathed his personal condition. , 


COMPETITION 


Turn to the gilded age and ask 

Why Cephas dallies at the masque. 

A hopeful pressure from white fingers, 
A prologue, simpered while he lingers, 
Play for a smile . . . but he is gone, 


Flitting to another one. 


The nods of every dowager 
Approve the flip philanderer. 
Candidates for his copper mine 
Are bringing daughters into line. 


(Glacial shivers rack his spine. ) 


Cephas’ hair is growing thin, 
Retreating from the sunken chin. | 
His eyes, apologetic, wary, ; 
Dodge the wistful mercenary 
Who whisper of a packing-house, 
Or is it soap or oil or plows? 


(How many dollars make a spouse?) 
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COMPETITION 


Impatient Cephas, at the masque, 

Falters at his dreadful task 

And hates the simper. Other wants 
Intrigue him from the debutantes. 

His mind projects a pocket flask 

And curtained rooms where warmer flesh 


Also devolves a mind on cash. 


Hear that scrawny neck a-twitter. 
What a gallinaceous titter! 
Patrician bosoms crowd like vultures, 
Preening out exclusive cultures. 
(Florine has another way 
Of tendering her slumberous clay.) 

( 
Euthalia Kohl DuRatterby 
Is dropping sugar in his tea. 


Euthalia has a pedigree. 


CENSORED 


Into a crock of gold he’d set some weeds; — 
Behold swart devils hop in sunniest weather. 
He would lump the saint and courtesan together, 


Most miserably jangling all the creeds. 


The prurient multitude heard he was mad, 

Yet nosed his books for some pornography. 

The censors doubted his virginity, 

And secretly conned the works that they forbade. 


Reporters found this dangerous oddity 
In rusty pantaloons, mowing the green, 
And wondered how so dull a wretch could have seen, 


A naked Venus disturbing an alien sea. 


He watched their backs receding down the street, 
Raked up the grass, and suddenly had a vision, 
Of how Venus, bathing, saw with amused derision, 


Behind the bushes, peeping satyrs’ feet. 
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POT MACABRE 


“ Press out an opiate juice 

From berries culled in prick of June-time heat. 
Pound nettles in a cruse 

Of crimson sard till mixing is complete, 

And strain the brew through bags of sarcenet, 


Mumbling the runes that crazed Sir Dagonet.” 


So spoke the slobbering witch, 

Wagging her shaky head incessantly ; 

Then, with an agile twitch, 

Stove oddly crackling through the briery. 

I caught the swish of her broomstick up to the moon, 
And her tattered skirt afloat like a black balloon. 


Old Witch, whither art gone? 

Hopped off to the well like Chick-o’-my-Craney-Crow ? 
Here’s work for thy dudgeon, 

A brew and a bake for a devilish calico. 

What’s but a kettle ready for mad ferment, 


Black mouth a-grin at me, the innocent ! 
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I pressed and pounded duly 

And sat to watch the slop at bubble slow; 
Fed coals with knots unruly 

Of thornbush boles till pot-legs stood aglow. 
And thrice the pot gave forth a piggish grunt, 


And thrice a bellowing as of hounds on hunt. 


A great red swine sprang out 

With bristling gleams as bright as Freyr’s boar. 

Then, at his grubbing snout, 

Two black dogs leaped, two white-fanged lusts for gore. 
They three made hideous noise through brush and dew. 


Trembling I stooped and strained the mulling brew. 


And there was born a girl 

Within a sudden mist of wizardry, * 

And came a pipe’s faint-thirl 

While she danced, with lips turned sly, and beckoned me. 
We danced mad till night’s low-burning wick 

Snuffed out, hearing like us the Old Hag’s stick. 


AN WHO WOULD NOT DIE_ 


THE MAN WHO WOULD NOT DIE 


Tue seasons had beleaguered Evan Thane 

With many a ravenous yearly trumpeting, 
Pinched his defenses into crookedness, 

And triumphed at the corners of his flesh, 

And yet he would not tumble. Beards had wagged 
Upon the lurking pestilence of humors 

Pent in the damps to gnaw an old man’s bones, 
But no beards wagged for frosty Evan Thane. 
He said he was no rotten Jericho 

To shake for village prophets’ reputations, 

And scorned the bench where others whittled out 
Their easy days with amiable discourse 

Of usual death, — until at last they died. 

Grimly he watched them coward it away ; 
Glowered contempt beneath the funeral cedars 
Scarce long enough to hear the falling clods 
Rattle the wood, —then lashed his horse and fled, 


Like one who leaves a shameful battlefield. 
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And never on any day of rain or cold 

Dared villager ask of Evan Thane his health, 
Implying thus that human flesh may fail. 
They saw the bright uplifted head advance 
Most casually where others bent and ducked; 
They dreaded bitter dartings from his eye, 
The old flesh reddening, the pursing lips 
Spitting staccato vengeance through his beard, 
And kept their tongues to whisper after him. 
His house, like him, an aged careful watchman, 
Blinked wary windows over Hunter’s Knob, 
Eyes for his every acre. None could buy 

A foot of land from Evan. But he kept 

One window, even by night, with lamp awake 


Against the shade that throttled all men’s throats. 


He would not tell how swiftly years moved now — 
Days like a silver flash cleaving the sky, 

Nights but a rested sough of dark and stars — 

But from his viny porch, as from a tower, 

He peered out on the world’s processional, 


The clack of new machines, the pageantry | 
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Of glittering strange dress and stranger speech. 
He crackled his morning paper fervently 

And clung on fast to the frayed edge of time, 
Not crustily, but carefully, awake 

Against the seasons’ annual battering 

And maladies that steal an old man’s youth. 
For still he would not die. He strode the hills 
As if he would re-teem them from his life, 
And kept within his heart the natural fire 

To fill the air with blooms and sudden May. 


And so one day the newcome Parson met him, 
Bracing a corner of sky near a mended fence 
And asked the forbidden question of the sage. 
The Parson had not seen an aged man 

Who could grow tall upon a passing breath, 
Tower like granite (so he said) and flush 

Like a ravaged cliff stung into scarlet spring. 

He saw the white hair shaken indignantly 

And heard quick speech, sibyllic fragments flung 
From some strange inner might that was the man 


The Parson set it down, or afterwards 


[ 79 ] 


AN OUTLAND PIPER 


He strove to, but he found it measureless 

In notebooks, sermons, prayers, and flexless things. 
The insurgent splendor of an ancient joy 

Bereft the hills of death, and Evan stood 
Apostle to their rapture, crying, ““ No! 

I will not die... .” 

Then Parson knew that death was not a friend 
To this old man who hailed the growing corn, 
Germinant, like its grains, — in love with time 
Because it gave expectancy of dawns 

And fervor for to-morrow and live hope 

That something might be better than before. 
The hill-top was all blazed with noise of worlds, 
A whirling scroll of kingdoms, cities, islands, 
Seeded like fields with fates men might behold; 
Of rivers dredged, that swift gray ships might bring 
Cargoes to lands that never knew the sea; 

Of marble buildings, yet unreared, and streets 
Made newly splendid for such folk as hear 
Music yet to be thought and songs unwritten ; 
Of islands fabulous at last disclosing 


Secrets of buried tongues, old monuments ; 
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Young heroes and fair women not yet born; 
Tales unprinted, and ways of coming men 
Plying the tangled threads of world desire 


To some dim ever far-off unity. 


Whether he heard or thought such things as these 
The Parson could not say. He seemed to wake 
Alone upon the hill-top, wondering, 

Questioning what old Evan told him there. 

The lizards flicked along the rotting fence; _ 

A blue-jay rasped a call across the field ; 

And at his feet the ants ran back and forth. 

Then evening made the distant hills more blue 
With shadow, and he sought the weed-fringed road. 
He saw the cornstalks withered by the sun 

And a hawk, first prowler, swooping in a field 
With deathly skill, so that he pondered much 
Upon the Resurrection and the Life, 

Hearing forever, like a trumpet-song — 

“I must not die.” ... And so came dreaming home, 
His lamp burned late that night. At one o’clock 
He swept the futile papers from his desk 
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And girded up his soul to look at stars. 

But there were none. Impenetrably dull, 

The firmament was cloud, unanswering, 
Except that high on Hunter’s Knob one lamp 
Marked Evan’s yellow star against the night, 
Giving back answer to his lonely question. 
The morrow was the Sabbath. So he preached 
Most on the Resurrection and the Life, 

And preached for one wild face of all the faces, 


Evan Thane’s who said he would not die. 
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